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September 27, 1*765 

To MY favorite, little soldier, Ryan and Dublin-. 

Boy, do Imis* V°° two ! Sorry I bad to leave so 

suddenly last week, but when duty calk, a Alarme. answers. 
Even one still in bis pajamas' 

r .-e ^sTiSHuSSxtS 

do. 

Sorry I'm missing the scout tamping trip again j m ay be 

i&^S^SSiSSSfeS^ 

whit keep «e going. 

Since tbe last scrapb~k 

all together. 


our collection. Yc 

t£sismiz££< 


esc tor -UlOit ciuoiv 
treasures tbit Uep » Y f««Y *■" abancW "'<* 

Love, 


•Dad 










I Pear Boys, 


e§j8gss§*w 

you cart 4*11 na £ ,es 3re on -Hop h a ,t 



Tu. ,4-»R ul,€d •+ cut. S;nr 0 ;r- t'" 10 *? te.ll »par 

P^IH« 3 Si#F 

fascinating — * 


■ - w iv.ucpr.m 

-tKe struct <* paWer, 

Country. TvL\. N , £V 'r ^ovTyhat 


f Country, Z'm hancfiw V^j^j^ ^now '■tiat Uu’fl run i 

2 Autuft 7 J old **■ +®V a H w 1 

+ "“!.“ a C4»V saying -that- wi-H, 'uL l'=Ij?’A'" in +f 


P«« more money if she gets anything 


but s& W h8 V **« bout, of dysentery 

•*, I’ll 


'W* 


'* 


*Sf- 


LJ 











































Chapter Six 

Of Keys, Doors and Tolls 















Chapter Eleven 


Of The Labyrinth, Its 
Inhabitants 
and the God 


gray labyrinth that spread around me. A continuous and foreboding sense of 
deja vu forced me to question what was real and what was imagination. The 
bowels of hell, twisting and curling, seemed like a shifting synthesis of stolen 
human memories; a classroom where I might have gone to school or a 

architecture often appeared to be built through the strip mining of the human 






Near the time of my 
escape, I met a man named 






Chapter Fifteen 

Of Pain, Transcendence and 
the Dark Design 










CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE 

OF HELL’S LIBRARY 







My dealings with her were mercifully few. My head was passed over, 
breathlessly, in favor of one slightly more literate, slightly less verbose, more long 
lived or with better memories than I. These individuals were selected, I had heard, 
to serve as living pages in a library of souls. Their souls were stripped, their bones 
liquified, their very mass condensed to a fraction of its original. As thejivaro 
Indians of Equador practiced the art of shrinking heads, a ritual handed down 

layers of flesh and sine, shrinking entire bodies down to a particular size, and 
exactly the shape of a page in one of her books. 

, I inferred, was an arduous one, often taking years to shrink a 










November 1 0, 1967 

Soys, 

58 days ^'-^ + rest. Been oirrying this boot 
■ weeks, or is if months ? Plei got if -fee we, i cant carry it 
anymore - with the cancer my pact's too heavy. Keep it 
■for me, in the scrapbook. Keep your friends bands oft it. 

It is dettind barrier -to find the enemy. Who are 
fbey? What So they look like % Someone look sat a map 
' i' 4gj|c me the Good duys are here and -Hie bad guys ate 
hSre and I fook fnd lit, but all I see ^ women andcb,l3- 
"eh, the same wherev/er they are on the map- blot + ' n S 
out What I can, which is almost everything. X-f^dsolare ,n 
my corv+inoed search {or more doesto my own little mystery, 

a Ai this book, BLADES OF THE: BOKOS URATU has 

-the same markings as -the can,star Th.s is beyond com 

1r£?sX?£$s £!S 3 t?s«frar<- 


I’m looking -fir Somefliind, someone is trying to tell me 

iT¥cr^n gT^s;a.gg , >>-■ 

peep c*\«. eUc. aoes. A&mwWt Mw I^WlPW 


«\C a.* Srt^er.X want tne answer 

££ Mo 

r am driven and unafraid and strong. Have not bad 
rt -fro*. y 00 * ^ 

■Pad 

•p.S. Today the Marine Corps Is ItfZ yearr old. Yippee. 


letters -f 











FOREWORD 





























King Mia-Anni-Padda 



of Princess Gesseric of Outer Almia to Alaric's son Thedric. ric. 













THE BLADES OF BOROS URATU 

CHAPTER FOUR: THE FINAL FORGINGS 


Almian King Teodoric III (ancestor of Thedric) opened the throne room to his 

























Flagellum was not a viigin by choice. 

She'd meant to be, of course, convincing herself 
of the right and proper need of saving herself for marriage; of 
preserving her womanly gifts; of waiting for the right man. An 
honest lust for life and loins took care of that commitment quickly 
enough, however, the considerable flesh was weak where what there 
was of her mind had stood strong. 

That gray matter surrendered when it became clear the right 
men were taking no interest in the gifts she'd saved. Rejection led 
to a growing appreciation of the art of or 


desperate masturbatory fantasies that began to demand more than 
quick fingers and battery operated devices. The Tantric Belt Of 
Maithuna brought her breath on fast and ragged...the Voni Clamp 
provided waves of pleasure for almost an entire hour...but it fell to 
the Obsidian Rhombus Phallus to bring Flagellum to her first and 
last orgasm. 

It lived on rats and sewage, and it killed her dog in a self- 
gratifying act of perversion. Flagellum's turn came next, and it 
required a full week to twist her body into the position the phallus 
required of her for entry. Seduced and sated, she had nothing left 
to live for...after-life was another matter. 

Now she stands guard at the gates of Hell, a Watcher Of 
Order, dreaming the structured patterns of her black diamond 
master, inner eye watching for the first chaotic signs warning of the 
dread Time Of Configuration. Then it is her duty to act as bugler, 
calling to arms a Devil's Brigade to champion Leviathan's cause ...and, 
in victory, once more spare Flagellum, the lonely, forever. 









lfoer leathery hanbs knoto lf)C page you 
seek in the JBook of Sgony. 

jf tom behinb the thick circles of glass 
elitefje& eternally into Ijet skull, bloobshot eyes 
babe reab llje letters of $a?u?u to the 
gobomites ten tiroes ten thousanb tiroes, 
cracfceb lips rnobtng to each foul toorb. 

Snb clenc&eb possessibely to a sfjribeleb 
anb maggoty bosoro, her personal tome fosses 
toith secrets so obscene they tooulb bribe eben a 
Cenobite roab. 

iBalberith roobes silently through the 
stacks of the abyss' libraries, content to let the 
printeb, scratoleb anb tattooeb pages speak for 
herinsteab. (Hr scream. 

cBbery boluroe on ebery creaking shelf of 
gleaming bone anb glistening muscle is knoton 
to her. ktiotolebge the toeapon this librarian 
brings to her crystalline gob's tear on the flesh- 
Check out any ebition that might tempt you in 
your ohm quest for the infernal mysteries...but 
(Bob help the borrotoer that keeps one of 
JBalberith's books out oberbue. 

Xebiathan sure as Dell toon't. 



There is a grace among the slaughterhouse of doom below, and 
U answers to the names of 
Chidna and ’Basilisk. 

’Which is which is only for them to say ...not that the 
serpentine duo have time for even such a brief exchange. 
Theirs is an endless existence fully dominated by the ritual 
dance that both mirrors and defines the essence of Tlell itself. 
Sinful symmetry. 'Blasphemous balance. 

Jin ice cold infinity of most damned order. 

JA microcosm of leviathan’s structured discipline. 
Chidna and ’Basilisk have still, on occasion, faltered in their 
one true dark faith, vulnerable to the pull of chaos, galling 
prey to the Time 0} Configuration. 

Jin infernal equinox of supreme malevolence, a test of 
the purity of form sending the intertwined couple to tearing 
where they once only touched. Shameful anarchy in the time of 
damnation's greatest need, spreading 'Pandemonium when the 
need cried out for precision. The crossroads passed, the 
serpents were once more able to return to their ancient and 
orderly ways, but not without a new and dire knowledge in 
what passed for their hearts. 

)Jes, there is grace among the slaughterhouse of down 
below...but no forgiveness. 

Jlnd every hour of the blackest night. Chidna and 
Basilisk wonder and worry when their god 
will take his revenge for their transgressions. 







In ancient Greece, rape and sodomy at the hands of one's j 
own father was no more a spectator sport than it is today - still, * 
that did little to prevent Chalkis' brutish brother from leering over | 
the foul proceedings, one grimy paw possessing the social graces 
to wipe the drool from his lips as the man of the house bump-and- 
grinded away his daughter's youthful joy and womanly dignity. 

On such occasions, Chalkis' brother's lust blinded him to the pain 
of the ostentatious stone ring he wore (won, he claimed, in battle 
with a Roman Centurion; accepted in truth, as payment for an act 
of bestiality performed for the amusement of a prominent 
Senator) as he rubbed the jewelry across the spit running out from 
his mouth, his rotted gums leaking cheap blood which dropped to 
mingle with his sister's more precious red. 

Needless to say, Chalkis' foul mistreatment did not sit well 
with her fiance, Alastor - nor did her breaking off of their 
impending nuptials, her pride too great to allow what she 1 

wrongly perceived as her shame to taint her beloved. The recipe I 

for bringing them back together came in the form of a dung 1 

covered scroll made from the stomach of "an eyeless man who 
could still see," the sheet outlining a unique blend of arcane 
spices to be used to flavor Chalkis' father's favorite stew. The 
lovers felt no regrets when the rapist suddenly went very pale at 
the unexpected sight of his son's ring (not to mention ring finger) 
in the half-emptied dinner dish - and at least one of the happy 
couple would claim a spontaneous orgasm when daddy dearest 
then proceeded to choke to death on his male offspring's middle 

Alastor and Chalkis never did tie the knot in Greece's green 
pastures, but a more everlasting togetherness was their reward in 
Hell. It's whispered in the higher pits that they've grown 
dissatisfied with their marriage in the facets of Leviathan, and are 
actively seeking another god to bless their union. a 






Doomed to never know the Immortality 
of his precious silver screen, this diabolic 
Actor-wIth-a-capItal-A 

Instead found a small degree of fame In the role of a 
serial killer before accepting the position 
of resident thesplan In the ranks of the Cenobltes. 

Now his deathlessness Is Insured, although 
the only thing ’’silver” about It Is the gleam of the 
Instruments with which he peels back the flesh 
from around his victims’ skulls. 

/Hasks of comedy and tragedy for every part to 
be played-the emphasis, understandably, 
on the tragedy. 

No method acting here; unless you count driving 
the Inch-long staples In Just so to hold the skin of the 
faces In place. Getting Into character Isn’t so much 
emoting as It Is conforming his own countenance to 
the flaking constraints of stretched-to-flt dermis and 
epidermis. 

While race’s wicked performances have 
continued to Inspire Leviathan’s legions to new depths 
-the fiend favorite Stomp €n >4y race, I Like llhe Pain 
threatens to run well Into eternlty-he refuses to rest 
on his laurels. With an artistic vision that knows no 
bounds Iwlth the possible exception of the occasional 
sagging flesh blocking the eye socket of one of his 
many disguises) he’s recently announced a pact with 
certain Inhumane elements of humanity that promises 
to bring face’s road show to a popular topside 
amusement park overrun with Bosch-lan intemperate 
fowl and rodents of unusual size. 
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WE HAVE SUCH 
SIGHTS TO SHOW YOU 
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* 


BLACK 

.DIAMOND 

SOFTWARE 















Jffear £)ublin 

you're floundering, mg son. 


hardships necessary io reach your rightful place 
alongsideyour proud foregathers PfDidgou really think. 

I was dead Pyou disappoint me. I‘m alive. more than 
I've ever been. 

Look at the emptiness insideyourself, the hollowness 
where you do noI feel or care about anything. Come to rrje 
and tel d be filled. I cangive your life purpose, and share 
wiihyou the joys of a wide world, made new. 

The way is no! difficult to find for a Morse Study the 
scrapbook .examine it s dues.Opengourself to it.and the 
pieces will fall info place. Come on boy .pickyourself 
up by your bootstraps, and followyour fathe-r 

It's not too tale to embrace our family destiny 
dsgour brother, myself,nry father and 77iy father's 
father at! have beforegou. 


yllwags your father 





Chapter Sixty Six 

The Puzzle Chamber 


















AFTERWARD 

By Isadore Klauski 
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